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Contributing Writers and Artists 


Carter Swart has published a number of articles and stories, is 
the manager of a branch of the Bank of America, and was the 
recipient of an Honorable Mention in the 1980 Eclipse Awards for 
magazine writing. Bonnie Swart is a free lance artist specializing in 
horse portraits, paints landscapes and dog portraits, and creates 
magazine illustrations. Robert Bryan is a journalist and playwright, 
has published several articles in Westways Magazine, and writes a 
regular newspaper column. 

Carol Gallegos is a free lance artist working in layout and design, 
illustration and murals. Andy Alli has produced and directed theater 
arts, Specializes in the art of mime, and offers his services as a psychic 
reader. Bruce Garber holds a Ph.D. in English Literature, and has 
taught at the University of California Santa Barbara, Moorpark College 
and Ventura College; he is also a master chef. 

Gail Light is a free lance artist working in layout, design and 

iſlustration for a childrens educational book publisher. Robert 
Winslow is a bit of an enigma who has written and published 
elsewhere; he likes to wander the mountains and valleys near a small 
city, and prefers to keep his whereabouts a mystery. [Bill Ellis|is a Santa 
Barbara artist and sculptor Specializing in oriental ink-wash paintings 
and Haiku. 
Katie Goode is a free lance writer living in Ojai. Zitta is a Danish-born 
poet living in the U.S. and learning English for the past three years; she 
teaches creative logic to pre-school children and first-graders,and 
is Studying various dance forms.Carolkay Long has written a reqular 
newsSpaper- column. on nutrition, writes poetry and songs, plays the 
guitar, and paints in various media—on exhibit at STUDIO FOUR 
EAST GALLERY. 

Spencer Sky teaches courses in Psychology at Santa Barbara City 
College. Judy Goulder works in gouache (opaque water color), free- 
form ceramics, and is studying improvisational theater in Santa 
Cruz.Lillian Chodorow is a seventy-two year old woman who helped 
organize the first public demonstration for Social Security on Wall 
Street during the Depression in 1930. 

Morgan Alexander is a poet and a free lance photo-journalist. 
Judy Brown has published poetry in a number of literary magazines, 
\ and presently teaches at Ventura College and a private schoo]. Alice 
Ermlich, recently married, is writing a novel titled Please Dont Let Me 
Die At The Bus Stop. Ed Hirsch works in a large outdoor used book 
Store and writes metaphysical, mystical poetry. 

Liz Haapanen works in written and photographic journalism, plays 
the guitar and sings, enjoys skin diving, and has recently taken up the 
craft of jewelry making.Dennis Shives works in many and varied 
media including woodwork, drawing and painting, and makes jewelry 
usSing precious metals and stones. One of his pieces is due to appear 
in a forthcoming issuve of Playboy Magazine. He is also amusician. 
Laura Beitler works as a nurse-receptionist in a doctor's office, and 
this iSSue of THE MORNING STAR JOURNAL represents her first time 
in print. | 

Kathryn Long is into mime and drawing, and is an aspiring pianist: 
She lives with her mother and father on top of a mountain with a 
beautiful view. Capella Parrish is also into drawing and magazine 
production; she is a Student at the Oak Grove Elementary School run 
by the J. Krishnamurti Foundation. Joan Lerman is a concert violinist, 
and teaches English and Music at a private school!. 

Bess Harkins has published several small books of poetry; her 
poems published in this issue appear in her book Earth Songs, 
copyright 1975. Blue Hesik is a professional artist specializing in 
commissioned family portraits which depict relationships and 
important events in the family history. She also has published an 
extensive Series of greeting cards. 

Brenda Taylor lives in Hollywood where $she is looking into 
developing her own radio talk-show. Gayel Childress is an artist 
working in watercolor and watercolor collage. Her work is on exhibit at 
STUDIO FOUR EAST GALLERY. 
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Writers, Artists and Photographers are invited to submit their work 
for publication in THE MORNING STAR JOURNAL, a magazine which 
is intended to be non-sectarian, humanistic and exploratory. 

The JOURNAL will publish in-depth non-fiction articles including 
true Stories, non-promotional profiles, interviews, essays and memoirs, 
as well as accounts and impressions of current events. Also welcome 
are drawings, photographs, graphic designs, short stories and poems. 
The human interest type of story is preferred. The intent is to create 
a magazine that gives impetus to our innate capacity for creative 
response to life, that gives us a feeling of connectedness and a sense 
of compassion without being maudlin, esoteric or ideologically 
attached. Length of articles should range generally between one 
thousand and three thousand words (ten double-spaced pages, more 
or less). Please include a self-addressed, Stamped envelope. 
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INTRODUCTORY 


by George Sanchez 


” ..publication...is in itself a pretentious act. It $hould come 


with...(an) apology... 


—Kurt M. Luedtke, Los Angeles Herald Examiner 


Sometimes the turn of a clever or sensational phrase is more 
important to a writer than the: truth of what he is trying to say. A writer 
might also have a tendency to want to be: considered of the elite by 
virtue of his craft, might consider same as being a platform from which 
he may give of his *'wisdom”', or shine in some way, to the recognition 
and accolades of the reading public”. | used to want to be a writer,” 
and used to think of myself as such, and as one who would gain the 
rewards of fame, fortune and romance through the beauty ana 
facility in my use of the language—multiple forms of pretentiousness, 
and rewards of ephemeral substance. Though there may still be s0me 
wanting of that, | don't think it is the primary motivating force in my 
writing. There is the urge to explore and express the life within and 
around my being, and this is a craft which provides a disciplined way of 
doing that, as well as being an outlet for moments of "creativity and 
InSpiration. 

| no longer think of myself as a "writer and | fee] much more of a 
Sense of freedom. | can take it or leave it, and now | m simply a person 
who writes Sometimes. | also do other things, some with a degree of 
Skill, and Some with a degree of ineptitude. 

One trains in particular areas and becomes proficient, perhaps, to 
Some extent, but at basis one remains a human being. Though some of 
us may have gold stars pinned to our clothes, or have educations or 
poSSessions, NO one Is either more or less important than any other 
creature on the planet, or in the universe. Qur intellect in its judgement 
may tell us differently, but this intellect may be one of the most limited 
of our faculties. 

In Spite of all the amazing advances of technology and civilization, 
we remain psychologically primitive, have not left the cave emotionally, 
remain culturally and socially in the dark ages, individually in the cage 
the mind. Now that's quite a statement, but when we look we $ee that 
in all modern Societies and in most personal relationships the 
competitive attitude is valued to the detriment of life and humanity. 
We are destroying the environment, killing each other with bullets and 
bombs, and have become alienated from ourselves, our neighbors, and 
even those with whom we exchange expressions of love and affection. 

The tendency toward self-assertion in just about any forum requires 
a degree of arrogance, the arrogance of assuming some kind of 
knowledge or talent—which translates as power. This pattern is not 
limited to writers but is exemplified in most anyone who sets him or 
nherself up to address an audience,” whether it be through the arts, 
politics, communications, education, Social services, business, general 
conversation, the family, and probably the worst corruption is in 
religion. What does anyone know, really? The problem of arrogance is 
the evident and unfortunate lack of real sensitivity toward the recipient 
of ones "knowledge and talent,” as well as toward oneself and the 
Subject at hand. It's like having blinders on. Worse, it's exploitative, 
demeaning and destructive, the essence of oppression, yet most of us 


- indulge in it. 
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We like to think of ourselves in a certain light. We have images of 


' Who we are, and psychologists tell us it's important to have a 
, "healthy Self-image. | question that. An image is no more than a 


Symbol or an idea; it's a static intellectual-emotional construction in 
the mind representative of Something which may or may not exist. 
Generally this 'self-image” is colored by our desire to be Seen or to see 
ourselves in a particular lignt, which makes its validity as an accurate 
reflection questionable, not to mention our integrity. Much of our 
activity is geared toward bolstering this self-image, most often in a 
comparative and competitive way. We tend to define ourselves by how 
we function, by our Social roles, giving greater or lesser values to 
various functions, values which are determined by our culture and our 
peers. We also define ourselves in terms of what we possess, or where 
we come from, or with whom we are in association, or what we 
believe in, or what we look like, but those are complications | don't 
wish to pursue right now. | doubt that any image or symbol or 
collection of ideas can capture and hold the life that moves within and 
around us. It's interesting that we give them so much weight. 
Even to the point of considering ourselves as ''male” or female”, in 
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terms of our exquisite biological functioning, definition and image are 
rather limited forms of examining and understanding our basic 
humanity. They may have value as tools of communication and in 
technological performance, but if we put aside the psychological 
clothing, the cultural and individual habits of the mind, the personal 
and collective ideologies, the emotional-intellectual attachments, the 
religious beliefs, the elaborate verbal constructions, if we are denuded 
of imaqes, then who are we at the core? 

| think that may be the critical question. I'm not sure if | can ask it to 
the depths of my own being. Nonetheless, it is an intensely 
fascinating and stunning thing, the incredible impression of one's own 
existence, at times almost unbearable, at times mundane, and 
occasionally ecstatic—as well as the wonder and astonishment in that 
anything should exist at all. But the impression of one's own existence 
or of existence itself may also be only limited and partial perception, as 
there seem to be events in life when there is movement and action 
without: the presence of personality or personhood as Separate from 
experience, but the free and aware movement of energy undefined and 
unpossessed, Such as in the "creative act' or during "lightning 
flashes” of intense passion and beauty. 

This may be the essence of our common experience, our. basic 
humanity, the most intimate of events, and yet shared by everyone. 
And there are the other forms of phenomena universally 
experienced—fear, desire, love, Sorrow, anger, joy, birth, death, the 
planet earth, the moon, the stars, the universe, the flesh and blood of 
our bodies, and the. deep inner yearning to understand and commune 
with living and dying. Toward the shallows of human earthly. existence 
the differences occur, and they are only Superficial differences-— 
culture, language, personality, mannerisms, asSpirations; they stem 
from a universal psychological soil and appear in varying forms of 
terminology, expression and behavior—textured and interesting 
perhaps, yet nourished by the same sun and the same rain, given to 
manifestation by the same urges. 

[f this publication continues, | think it would be very interesting to 
See if the depth and breadth of our shared experience can be explored 
In an intelligent and sensitive or feeling way, to see if we can step 
outside of the traditional philosophical-intellectual systems, new age 
and old age, eastern and western, as well as the trends in media, the 
"hype" and sensationalism, to see if we can stretch out and go beyond 
the mediocrity, mimicry and decadence of our times. That's not to say 
that we are morally superior or in any way better than anyone. On the 
contrary, it intensifies the challenge and brings it home to our own 
lives. 

That is also not to say that there is no wisdom in the above 
mentioned systems, only that we need not be dependent on them for 
form, content and movement. We may learn something from them, 
and then we move on, and in the process perhaps we can more keenly 
develop our faculties and our crafts, make something new, and 
possibly deepen our insight. 

This may seem Somewhat romantic, maybe fanciful, or perhaps a bit 
vague, but we cannot define the specifics and the goals right now. If 
we predetermine the process, then we have limited it. We may 
consider it as being experimental. We can feel and express and 
perhaps artfully tell the stories of our feelings and perceptions. We can 
be rational and balanced without being caught up in words and 
intellectualism. We can try to be real” and "substantial” without 
being overly Sentimental. We can be humorous without being flippant 
or cynical. We can try to be open to that which emerges within the 
process and within ourselves. We can go with the instinct that says, ©. 
. . towards freedom... towards beauty... If we can communicate, if 
we can truly communicate with each other, with ourselves, then 
maybe we can do anything, maybe we can be anything. 

In the meantime, | do apologize for any of the pretentiousness of 
this article and this publication. | also feel there is something of value 
in the process. 


Your correspondence is welcome, some of which may be published.+ 
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All things considered, 1976 was a pretty bad year for me. In the spring, | 
nad a rather demoralizing set-back at work, then later on, in the fall, 
disaster struck in spades! 

It Started with the worst case of the flu I'd ever had. | lost ten pounds 

6 during the eight days it lasted, and was still woozy and weak when | went 
@ back to work. Two days later, my toes went numb, my hands lost their 
3 Strength, and my feet began to drag—all in just one morning! Alarmed, | 
2 drove home early that Friday afternoon, and secured an appointment with 
& Doctor John Chiu, a neurosurgeon. | was examined in his office at 7:00 
29:0: and then admitted to the Westlake Hospital that same evening. 
= My muscle weakness was more pronounced the next morning, and | 
2 was transferred to the intensive-care unit. By mid-afternoon, | could not 
2 raise my arms. My legs were useless, and sitting-up was impossible. 
= While this rapid loss of strength snowballed, | was being given numerous PO a 
® blood tests, X-rays, and finally, a spinal tap. By the time my problem was 

: pinpointed, | could hardly breathe, and | was totally paralyzed from the 
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The Oneness of All is written 


neck down! in the Skies 
The Spinal tap provided conclusive evidence that | had contracted a The All of Oneness 1s written 
 diSease of the nervous system known as Guillian-Barre Syndrome. Many in the heart 
people came down with it during the ill-fated swine flu innoculations which 
E took place later that year. Katie Goode 


6 My doctor told me that the paralysis was only temporary, and that the - 
disease could run its course in as little as three or four weeks. What he | 
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didn't tell me was the possibility that, in as severe a case as mine, 
F recovery might take years! | suspect he knew that at that time | could not 


& have handled such news. is Gate 6 the wa 


At first, being caged didn't phase him and his shrieks for food maintained — 21 WE 
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5 | had been enjoying life in abundance. My days were filled with | D 
F excitement and challenge. | had a lovely wife and three wonderful teen- Carrying Ter DRcY | 
& age daughters—a beautiful family. | was a youthful forty-two, in great Wrapped in a cloth, N 
= physical Shape, and had a good job managing a branch of Bank of d Close to her body: D 
$ America. | played tennis three times a week, and many of my nights and Her steps light: | 
2 weekends were Spent playing guitar and singing lead in a folk-country Hor oves. content. J 
= band. | 5 
$ Then | spent a month in the intensive-care unit, and was barely spared FN Yr I ? 
2 the excruciating experience of going on the respirator as | finally rallied And very present. J 
© one night just as they wheeled it into my room. Later | was transferred to a © 
T private room and Spent three more months in the hospital. Though | had Her walk meaningful j 
2 Survived the critical period—the disease has a thirty percent mortality Though D 
© rate—l was forced to accept the fact that it would probably be years Ci acai g 
T before | recovered completely, if ever. There is no treatment for the 
& disease, and it strikes each victim differently. There would be no more J 
© normalcy in my life for a long time: no walking, no job, no guitar, no tennis, Kids around us, 9 
T no-nothing! \ Laughing | 
G When the ambulance brought me home in January of 1977, | could not — Being . 
@ — Becoming. - 
5 Peacefully asleep g 
: The baby connects 
© Us D 
Q ) And eternity. - 
© We 5stop, o 
> Watch a lizard, 
; : 
2 The kids 5 
C Amazed, S 
G Intense, \ 
= Open. ... = 
: ? 
© The mountains around us, D 
S Solid, 2 
2 raise my arms nor grasp anything with my useless fingers. | lived daily mmovable N 
Z with the bed-pan, hand-feeding, and a growing depression. My prognosis Y Watohino. tccaving _ 
L was *g00d" for eventually recovering most of my systems, but | was not Es | 2 
cheered by the prospect of living like a vegetable for years. My wife Ine. picture £ 
= Bonnie was just terrific, our friends and relatives loyal and helpful, but to Of a mother = 
E me, the outlook was bleak. | was wallowing in self-pity, completely Carrying her child 9 
2 demoralized by my helplessness and pathetically slow recovery. Into this? In a piece of cloth. S 
z mire of misery came Birdie. T 
S One spring morning Bonnie heard a bird screaming in the grass under 9 
2 a tree in the backyard. It was a hapless baby, fresh out of the nest. It had ZITTA I 
= no feathers, just a gigantic mouth and a voracious appetite. Unable to find OX 
S the nest from where it fell—later on we suspected it was thrown out—we ; 
2 called the local bird lady” and she outlined a feeding program for us. We 5 
Z put the little thing in a Shoe box and the girls spent every waking hour F Love alone is capable of uniting E 
E $tuffing food into tnat bottomless pit. He devoured dog food, worms, flies, d living beings in such a way as to ? 
2 eggs and cereal like a starving piranha. We were somewhat encouraged ———_ d fulfill th ee bs S 
Z by the fact that this little glutton would no doubt soon feather-out and fly ROYe M00 - NON. mL Or 11.9 
& away, hopefully, before he ate us out of house and home! alone takes them and joins them by 2 
2 As time passed, he grew some skimpy feathers of bluish hue, and 7 What is deepest in themselves. D 
Z began escaping from his box, leaving a great trail of droppings in his 
F wake. When it became all-too apparent that he was going to be a slow — Pierre Teilhard De Chardin ? 
: developer, we borrowed a cage from a friend and locked the little pest up. d 
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ast Supper 


+ Journey at the exact and right time. And that is how it turned out. 


a bardly expected that Dale, who drove up on his borrowed motorcycle, Z 


4 trimmers—mutual friends of us both—and there was that Eckancar & 
m2 medallion about his neck. 


{i With Larry and me had been arranged by whatever powers that be. Both & 
/ Larry and Dale, members of Eckankar, the ancient science of soul 


. human affairs. Someone else, coming from another point of view, might 5 


1x of Eckankar long to make the journey to Sedona, Arizona, where the 
| S ®” ©*How $00n can you be ready to leave?” I asked Dale, after we had 
<=q=p talked a minute or two. All he had to do, as it turned out, was to check it 


11 grant Dale, the young aspirant, or "'chela”' as it is known in Eckankar, 


pf many had he had in the short interval since his divorce had become 


W84. the VW camper and found it to be road-worthy. In a matter of hours the 
| three of us were on our way. 


; camper. We would return late on Sunday evening, ready to return to 
WWW work on Monday morning. And $0 it unfolded: we three males, not! 
* altogether wise, but at least trying to get our heads and our trips 


Red Rock 


The question was put to me just about every time I stopped in at 
Larry's barbershop. *'When are we going to' Sedona?” my friend would £ 
ask, and all I could answer was that, God willing, we would make the Z 


7 
? 
D 
? 
: 
? 
? 
? 
J 
; 
? 


Sitting in Shirley's Cafe, a friendly gathering place for working men, I J 


would be the third member of our triumvirate to make the journey w? 
Arizona. But there he was sitting across from me at this table full of tree 


? 


I Should have known that at the sight of that medallion, Dale's coming 5 


? 


travel, would come to call our journey the working out of the Eck in. 
call it the working out of the Holy Spirit. ? 
Had Dale ever heard of Sedona,l asked him over eggs ala Judy? What 
a question. Has a Muslim ever heard of Mecca? And doesn't a mamber & 
$piritual center of that faith is located, with the same desire as that of 5 
the Islamic pilgrim on his way to Mecca? 5 


out with his boss who, being $piritually inclined himself, would surely 


permission to go on a holy pilgrimage. 
Larry called in his relief barber and told his current girl friend (how 


final?) that he would not be with her over the weekend. I checked out © 
? 


Our plans called for us to head east from California on a Friday 


5 
5 
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Y evening. We would travel all night, one of us driving, another riding 


Shotgun and the third, if the hour was late, sacked out in the back of the 


together. We drove through the still darkness of the late night along < 


| Highway 126 in company with that breed of men, the drivers of the © 


Sixteen and eighteen wheelers that zoomed up and sped past us. The £ £ 
groves were silent sentinels of the night, and within the camper we? 
listened to the neighborly network of the C.B. radio, especially mY 

"I'm up here at Joe's,” said the s8weet voice that came magically into 
our camper and spread ifemale lushness into our midst. "You just 
boy. And afterwards, you can catch up on your sleep, lover boy. 
Afterwards... 


villages glided by, their lights friendly. The avocado and the citrus & 

Sally's voice filled the air. 

wouldn't believe the ever-loving love I've got waiting for you, trucker © 
The lady in question informed us that she was waiting *breathlessly” 
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the kind of day where the sun melts you 
+ pulls you out and lays you flat 


8 
: It is a warm day 


a wind washes over you 
it is the source of life come up the canyon 
full of joy and quiet terror 
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once touched 
we face a new direction 


carolkay long 


Dr en nun Ir ent ru Inn en men e——_—_ 


outside in 


out here where the wind 
moves through tall grass 


| find at last a refuge 


only land as huge 
and fertile as this 
could calm the crisis 


In my city soul 


walking in vastness 
out here | am whole 


In there everyone wanted 
a piece of my action 


they cut up my confidence 
and crushed my satisfaction 


dismembered, in fractions 
displayed behind glass 
dead for lifetimes 

| finally laughed, left 


and came to these valleys 


green and growing 
SO unlike grey alleys 


now open 2nd glowing 
able to breathe free 


out here i am full 
with the nature of me 


Spenser $sky 
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for our arrival at Joe's Truck-stop. As we approached the place, 
sS0meone' among us suggested it might be time for a cup of coftee. 
Within the warm, bright interior of the truck-stop, where wise- 
cracking drivers traded loving insults with flirtatious wailtresses, weH5 
each had coffee with a stale roll. The counterman overheard us talking 5 
about the luscious Sally and told us she was at the moment otherwise 
occupied with a customer and would be available in a couple of Z 
minutes. *'She turns them fast.” he informed us and-we told ihe man we 5 
were on a time schedule to heaven and might stop in on our way back. 
We drove the night through and had a ranch-hand breakfast in © 
Flagstaff.Then, by the light of early dawn we plunged into Oak Creek, 9 
that picture postcard land of golden cottonwoods and colors running 
riot—the reds, the ochres, the oranges and violets—and then, as we © 
dropped further and came out on the plain, there were those sandstone 9 
monoliths, rising up from the ground like enormously engorged * 


penises. Sedona, Our Lady of the Red Rocks, is what they call the® 
place. | 


We: were high on sausage and coffee and pleased with ourselves. ts 
the American male, that endangpred species, is to survive at all and in & 
any form worth keeping, he surely must get high on himself and his Þ 
brothers—as well as others in his life, including his ever-loving sisters. N 
What lay before us.in Sedona was a lesson in our maleness. We = 
would become reacquainted with those traits within us which make for P 

war and terror, for rape and pillage, as well as those other traits within 
us which are tenderness and compassion. Each of us would learn = 

Something, especially at that moment when Larry, the ex-member of the 
Los Angeles Police Force and ex-paratrooper, would approach Honey $ 
Bear, that Apache half-breed, that Vietnam veteran, that alcoholic. © 
But all that would come later. First, before we could learn something Z 
of what we were, we had to learn 8omething of what we were not. And 5 
that was that, in this land of crimson buttes and harsh clay, we were not D 
D 
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worthy to enter the green swards of the kingdom of heaven. Down the 
dirt road which would take us, if the signs were to be believed, to the 
Spiritual center of Eckankar, we rumbled and careened our way. But E 


when we got there, we were not able to pass the fitness test. ? 
You can't stay here.” the young man at the Eckankar center told us : 


when we asked about camping for the night. He was adamant in his 
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ALL/I: In The Illuminati Papers you Speak of intelligence increase”. What is 
intelligence and how is it increased” 


? 
| Intellig ence WILSON: Intelligence is the ability to Suck information out of the environment D 


and integrate it. As long as youre conscious, information is impinging on your brain. . 
I| When you start integrating it, you make a model, a map or theory. And then the N 
N C re as e general tendency is to fall in love with your map and think that is reality. Intelligence & 
consists of the ability to generate new maps all the time as new signals come in. If * 
you think Someone is Stupid—or a movement like the Moral Majority for instance, x 
who would win any objective contest for all time championship Stupidity among & 
R OBERT groups currently on the Scene—what makes them Stupid is that they Stopped9 
integrating information about thirty years ago and aren't aware of anything going on $ 
in the real world. They ve Stopped taking in new information and try fitting everything $ 


AN (0N into their old maps. Intelligence is taking in more and more new information and 


integrating this data into bigger and bigger maps that include a bigger picture. N 

WIL, g& (ON [ts also a dynamic, a process where you learn to then transmit your information. + 
We wont know if you re intel/ligent or not, if we don Tt receive what it is that youY 
know. Part of inteſligence is knowing who your audience is, of knowing who you are 
reaching and who you want to reach. 


ALL/l: Where does the word "l/luminati” come from and what does it mean to ? 
YOu? D 
V 


[nter-View 


WILSON: The word /luminati” is very old in the Latin ſanguage. It's been around: 
Europe for Several hundred years. To me "(/luminati means Somebody who is: 
"turned on”. the more turned on they are, the brighter they Shine, the more = 
illuminated they are. It's a matter of bio-electricity, | think. 


by Andy Antero Alli 


ALLIT: In reading ||luminati Papers, / Sensed a deep commitment to the American < 
Culture. Are you patriotic? 


WILSON: Yes/ It's terrible these days to be patriotic but after reviewing the past: 
thirty years here—l/et's go back to the fifties: around 1955 | began to realize now # 
++++++++++++++++++++++++$++$$+$$$$++$++Þ$$+$+$Þ$+++++++Þ$++++>+$$+$$$$++$+$$$$+$$$+++$+$++$+$$++$$++$+++ 
| first read The Cosmic Trigger two years ago at a 
time of personal and psychic stagnation. The book 
turned out to be an accelerated pandemonium of 
intelligence increase, personal evolution and advanced 
fun. After putting the book down, a series of peculiar 
"coincidences" led me by the nose to the author, Bob 
Wilson himself, while | was attending an alternative 
university where he was receiving his doctorate in 
literature 
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Since then, | have come to recognize a most 
humorous, intelligent, warm and multi-faceted human 
being, who unlike philosophers, practices what he 
writes. A former editor of Playboy Magazine, his books 
include Sex and Drugs: A Journey Beyond Limits, The 
Book of the Breast, The //luminatus Trilogy, CoSmic 
Trigger, Schrodinger's Cat, Neuro-Politics (with Dr. 
Timothy Leary), The ///uminati Papers and The Masks. 
of the Illuminatus, 


This new novel explores the simultaneous discovery 
of Relativity in 1914 through the three major characters 
of Albert Einstein, James Joyce and Aleister Crowley. 


— ALL/ 


Cover illustration of the book, ILLUMINATUS, 
PART 1, THE EYE OF THE PYRAMID, by 
Robert Anton Wilson and Robert Shea. + 
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TO MY FRIEND IN DESPAIR 


] weep to see you still despairing, 
Believing that you cannot be caring, 


Over Moth wings damp with Tuesday dew. 
Your thoughts still vexed on only you. 


Can you not take a breath, 

For the willow standing free? 

Will you not shake your gloom away, 
Like a raven seeks a tree? 


Look out, Look up, 
See the surf responding. 
Feel the Earth rejoice 


As morning sings its dawning. 
Pleasure 1s not for all to hold. 


Perhaps seek joy and break the mold, 
Of weary saddened martyrs. 


Blue Hesik 


CREATIVITY 


Painting uncovers and lifts my $pirit. 


Mixing colors combines 

the essence of earth and Sky 
/ get lost in it. 

The colors come 

from | know not where. 
They Spread themselves 

out as Impressions 

from nature. 


They interconnect to form. 
a living, moving whole. 
And reveal that 

the deepest secrets of 
the earth 

are inside me. 


judy goulder 
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very narrow, egotistical way. In early history, it was the guy who could get an army 


much was wrong with this country, and then during the Sixties there was a whole 
counter-culture publishing its own newspapers reminding all of us how much was 
wrong with this country five times a week! All of my worst SuSPICions were 
confirmed. 

/ left this country briefly to live in Mexico and thought of leaving permanently, : 
resettling in France or Ireland. But it gradually dawned upon me that if you compare 
our ruling class, the people who run this country behind the Scenes —Rockefellers, 
Morgans, etc. —with other ruling classes in history, it's not that bad. They are more * 
liberal. 

/ do think the founding fathers of this country had Some damn good ideas, too. If E 
you have enough money, the constitution will be upheld in.this country. People get 2 
Screwed when they dont have enough money to get beyond the local courts and into 
the Supreme Court, where the Bill of Rights will be upheld most of the time. And ZE 
that is an achievement, historically. 7 

In France they still dont have the doctrine of Freedom of the Press:. Their 5 
government can Suppress anything it doesnt like. Even though the American & 
government is Second to the English as all time bastards, we are not totally corrupt ? 
yet. / think our System is also better than any of the Socialist SyStems on the planet 
right now. 
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ALC_/: Tour books often Speak of the future. What's the most important thing to 
know about the future? _ 
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Detail from the cover illustration of the book, 


MASKS OF THE 
Anton Wilson. 
++++++++++++++++++++$++$+$+++++$+++$++++++++$+++++$++++++++++ 
WILSON: The most important thing about the future is that nobody owns it. / 
think it was Marilyn Fergeson who said the future belongs to the creative mind. / 
think, by-and-large, the present belongs to the group that Bucky Fuller calls the 
Great Pirates”. They aren't the most brutal human beings but the most cunning in a 


ILLUMINATI, by Robert 
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together and conquer neighboring tribes. Civilization has advanced. 

Now it's the people who have the most cunning lawyers, those clever predators 
who can make their actions legal by getting the laws written $0 that these actions 
are not defined as crimes. These people pretty much run civilization. not just in this ' 
country but everywhere. The general Story in human history is that the predators 
have triumphed. / think the future is the only place they haven't triumphed and where 
they dont have to triumph if the rest of us of higher ideals are clever enough. 


initiations. What does initiation mean to you? 


WILSON: Initiation is Shifting from one reality tunnel to another. It's making a 


ALL/: One of your influences, Aleister Crowley, once said that life is a Series of d 
new map in your head of the universe. Information is flooding your brain each : 
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n of the book, 


MASKS OF THE ILLUMINATI, by Robert 


Anton Wilson. 
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oment and if you're just open to it, life would be a Series of initiations. If people 
erent trained by their Society to be dogmatic, little bigots, they could be open to 
initiations. | 

They had wars in the Balkans for a thousand years between the Crotes, Serbians 
and Hungarians but nobody else could tell the difference between them because 
they were just "Southern Europeans to the rest of us. Every SOciety trains its 
members to be into/erant little bigots, to think foreigners are Crazy and if it werent 
for this kind of conditioning, we'd all be mySstics. 

Mysticism is nothing else but the attempt to open yourself to the universe and 
receive all the information you can get. / think it's a Shame that Scientific training is 
also a narrowing process. Only the really great Scientists Seem to be really open. The 
average Scientist is as dogmatic as the average Methodist or Baptist. / think if Science 
were to open up it would become a form of mysticism, as indeed it was to the really 
great ones /ike Einstein and Newton, or Schrodinger. 
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ALL/: What book has most impressed you in the past ten years? 


WILSON: | would Say Bucky Fuller's new book, Critical Path. Fuller Says that the 
next ten years are the 'watershed years and that we'll either make it or break it. 


Willie Brandt also Said, in Future Abstracts, that the eighties will be watershed years. 


The eighties will be remembered as the decade where the human race Succeeded or 
the whole world fell apart politically, economically and morally. 

[f we continue our narrow-minded little trips that | Spoke of earlier, then the 
possibility of total chaos, nuclear war and massive conflicts will become increasingly 
likely. The only way out, as Fuller points out, is to use what we do know already to 
make the whole world Successful. If everybody is abrubtly a billionaire, it's going to 
change peoples heads So much that we do have a chance of winning through. We ve 
all been brain-washed with Scarcity psycholſogy to believe differently. 

Fuller argues, l think convincingly, that we can make everyone on the planet a 
billionaire in the next ten years. G. Harry Stein, the aerospace engineer, has also 
quoted that we can increase Our energy by a factor of ten-to-the-hundreth power by 
moving most of our industrial-plants into Space. So there's a Super abundance of 
energy available. The mechanical efficiency of the United States, the overall 
efficiency of all our machines is estimated by Fuller to be at five percent. By 
intelligent re-design, everyone could have their level of living raised to David 
Rockefeller's. 

That can only be done by world-wide cooperation because the resSoOurces aren t all 
in one place. The hundred and fifty members of the United Nations are going to have 
to cooperate to make the human race a SUCcess and that means making themselves 
more $successful than they ve ever been. The whole human race will Succeed en 
masse. | think if we don't do that, we re going to collapse and fail en masse. Ten 
years doesnt Seem like a long time to do this in but it is enough time. The world 
communications systems have greatly expanded and our planet is more integrated 
than it ever was before. The whole world can change in ten years and | think it's 
going to have to. + 


This interview is an edited excerpt from a 
chapter of Andy Antero Alli's book PSYCHIC 
STUDIES (VOLUME Il of the FIELD 
OPERATORS REFERENCE MANUAL) 
copyrighted in 1981. 
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Conversation With My Beloved Dead 


| never believed in anything after death, 
Death to me was the final step-down of life 
Into nothingness 

Now | believe, 

Not in a living, loving god, 

But in a pure and boundless Enerqy, 

That rides the winds and waters with delight, 
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That, wakened from the dream of life. holds in itself, bodiless. 


All that we might have been and: never could become 


| Speak to you my dearest loves 


| Speak to you, Papa - loving, Seeking man, 
Whose Soul | never got to know - | was too young 


{To understand your quest for perfect life 


You left a legacy of passion to your children 
To change the world, and right its grievous wrongs, 


A heavy load to bear but one | would not spare myself. 


More a gift than a burden 


Mama, darling Mama, sweetest Spirit, 

With no shadow of the evil that torments us all, 
And $0 was lonely in this wicked world 

You gave yourselt to all who needed you, 
Leaving nothing for the Self within, 

The world's idea of the Perfect Woman 

But once | asked you who you are, 

"I'm nobody,” you said, '| am dissatisfied.” 


| Speak to you, beloved younger brother Larry, 
Who grew within our Sight from day to day 
From child to hero overnight 


You took the world's great wrongs on your strong Shoulder 


Set out, a warrior, to right those wrongs, 
Using a Sword as well as Songs, 
You gave your living body to that cause, 


*So young and strong and beautiful. 


| Speak to you my brave and loving sister,.Jennie, 
Who cared for every living thing on earth, 
Surrounded by your books in your unheated rooms. 
You Shared your rich mind with all who could accept 
You deeply understood me though we rarely talked, 
Now | talk to you and yearn for your still voice 

But most of all | Speak to you, beloved Laure, 

Our dancing golden girl with dreams in her curly hair 
Sacrificed by the madness of a predator 

Named for a hero She never got to see, 

But brave and wise and beautiful as he. 


In your Short life on earth you gave Such love 
That no one whom you knew remained the same 
When doubt and anger prod my mind to pain, 

| Stop and listen to the You in Me again, 

And try to act as wiser, gentler self, 

Than if | acted for myself alone. 

Sweet family, my love for you 

Gives me the sense that body is not all, 

That Spirit lives in freedom after death. 

Such s$pirits can not die. 


Lillie Kleidman Chodorow 
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To Rekindle The Flame 
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Ah, love, let us be true 
To one another! for the world, which seems 


To lie before us like a land of dreams, AN ESSAY ON THE PLIGHT 
So various, $0 beautiful, 80 new, O F CONTEMPORARY 
Hath reall ther Joy, love, light, 

Nor artitale. pagnaga gear 1 Re pt MALE / FEMALE 

And we are here as on a darkling plain RELATIONSHIPS 


Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight, 
Where ignorant armies clash by night. 


Matthew Arnold's melancholy poem *©Dover Beach,” written in 1867, 1s 
F often seen as a landmark statement of the plight of the emerging modern 
' Sensibility in an increasingly secular and industrialized world. Religious 
Z belief and the institutions which derived from it had formerly provided 

western man not only with hope for salvation in the hereafter, but a basis in 
& this life for order, consolation, joy and love. Now in a time of decay, Arnold INustrated by Gail Light 
= believed, we have been left naked, alone, in darkness—afraid alike of the 

YT natural world when uninfused by divine grace, and the chaotic acts of 

Society when no longer mediated and softened by the restraints of religious 
@ faith. And though the call *Ah, love, let us be true to one another” strikes 
T no note of assurance, it is, to Arnold, all that remains, and personal relations 
6 between men and women must bear the full burden of all human needs and 
5 Yearnings. 

Arnold's less gloomy and introspective contemporaries certainly found 
6 other things to do than cling desparately to the beloved, and 
Q religion persisted, although in increasingly diminished force, a bit beyond 

> 1867. Yet it is true that in the hundred-odd years since that date, all the 
6 dislocations and shocks that the industrial and technological revolutions 
© have subjected western civilization to have driven men and women to 

+ depend more and more on their personal relationships and immediate 
© families for life purpose, comfort, and continuity—roles which the 
© institutions of traditional SOClety abandoned as they shrank under the 
9 forces of the modern technocratic state. What we are recently finding, 
© however, is that these relationships can no longer bear the burdens they are 

 asked to carry. 
2 The 111 effects of the industrialization, urbanization and, most recently, 
z computerization of Europe and America have been monumentally 
C documented by historians, poets, novelists, sociologists and psychologists, 
2 and though I will be describing gome of these effects later in more detail, let 
me $ay at this point as a general statement that the results of these complex 
C forces whose totality we can call modernization have been, increasingly, to 
2 erase the past in terms of it having any vital connection to us, to produce in 
the present feelings of naked autonomy, anxiety, aloneness, and 
© helplessness, and to forcast a future that 8eems from the rapid acceleration 
2 of present trends, 80 unpredictable that we find it nearly impossible to 
generate any sense of commitment. 
I don't want to give the impression that I believe there are no longer any 
rewards for being alive, or that a creative, fulfilling life is no longer 
possible—just that for an aware man or woman they can be gained only in 

Spite of rather than with the help of the dominant historical processes 
presently at work. For what makes things doubly hard for us is that as our 
personal relationships are required to carry more of the burden of providing 
meaning in life, the very forces that have produced this situation work to 
6 undermine and destroy those relationships. The Shrinking of the family to 

the nuclear unit, the growing divorce rate, the economic necessity for people Ro 
S to be perpetually mobile, the growing need for two incomes per family, and 
: the dissatisfaction of women with traditional roles in the forms they are 


now offered—all these 8ymptoms have been duly noted for some time. 
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by Bruce Garber 
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What is only very recently emerging—to my mind just in the last several 
years—1s a very alarming and saddening new trend. It seems not only that ? 
men and women are finding it harder to preserve their marriages but that 
 .men and women in the consumer Society | Many presently single people have come to despair of finding, or don't dare 
are commercial contractors for goods and | to begin, relationships that are characterized by exclusive, long-term 
Services —she Supplies Sex and beauty, rears | commitments. The men and women I come in contact with speak more and 
the kids and grooms the house; he provides | ore often of the painful difficulties in starting exclusive relationships and 

money, Security, perhaps prestige. The media A 

entices them both with images of newer, | Of the frustrations encountered in their attempts to keep them going for any 
better makes and models, suggesting they | length of time. In America, at least, it 8eems we are losing the ability to give 
trade up if this product proves defective. | and to get from one another such things as tenderness, tolerance, warmth, 
Commercialism objectifies both men and| trygt, gustained sexual interest—all the feelings which have traditionally 
women, turning men into well-hung wallets 

and women into hollow gilded dolls.” gone under the name of love. 

A voice from another generation gives us a hint of just how much we may 
— Georgia Sargent, Santa Barbara News and | have lost in terms of the collective condition of our personal relationships.In 
| Cn is 1 RES: a Christmas season 1981 article by Roger Simon, published in The Los 


Angeles Times, we hear an older woman reminiscing about her dead 
husband: 


**We were married 42 years and it was wonderful. I kept an 
album. I put things in the album all the time from the day we were 
married. | 

**For 42 years I never cried once. But I'm making up for it now. 
He's been gone for three years, and in three years, a day has never 
passed when I haven't cried. He was something, that man. 

"He was et machine operator, a grinder, then later, part time, a 
Janitor, and he worked nights. But when I would go down to the 
basement to wash clothes, he would be there to help. When I was 
in the yard he would be helping me. He would get up when he 
Should have been $sleeping to shovel the snow $0 that [wouldn't 
have to. It was a friendship we had, a beautiful friendship. ” 
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The uninterrupted joy and mutual devotion she recalls in her fortytwo year 
marriage might seem to us a lucky exception even in her time, but the 
feelings of loss she experiences daily since her husband's death strike us as 
80 anomolous that she seems to the contemporary ear to be speaking out of 
the mists of legend and myth rather than actual personal history: 


*T held him for three hours after he died, you know. I washed 
him and combed his hair. I cut some off for the album. I didn't 
want to let go of him.... 

*Tf he would come back to me, I d wash his feet and drink the 
water. I 8wear. Sometimes I wish he had been a bad man, a drunk, 
$0 maybe I wouldn't miss him s0 much.” 
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Few contemporary American men and women would describe their 
marriages or their feelings for their mates in terms such as these. Most of us 
in fact would run terrified from the prospect of a life 80 intensely exclusive 2 
and centripetal. For sheer contrast let me repeat a comment made to me 9 
recently by an intelligent young professional woman I know from Los £ 
Angeles. I must say first that she admits to wanting a serious relationship & 
with a man, she does not consider herself an avowed feminist, and her! 
comment provoked:no disagreement from the other women in the room. Her £ 
comment, made in all seriousness, was, How 1s it posstble to live with S 
Someone who doesn't have the same musical taste as you?” 

Another young woman I know has had two major relationships in her life, 
and both of them were essentially unhappy, but now she has finally found a d 
man who really s8eems to suit her; he 1s intelligent, good-looking, ? 
considerate, attentive, and financially well-off. They get along quite well: 
and he wants to marry her. She continues to vacillate, however. She has a Z 
Job $he likes as a high school English teacher and has begun law school part z 
time. Moreover, she would rather live where she does than move to his town. 
And $he also admitted that what she feared most is that the relationship = 
just would not last—not for any particular reason, but her other two hadn't, 7 
and most of the other marriages and relationships she witnessed around her 
were unhappy or had failed altogether. So, she asked me, why should she 
HO” OHerP (OHer OHer Oy OH OH OHoy KOH OH KOH, OH) Oey Oey WO oO WO 
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" endanger her other sources of satisfaction and her other possIbilities for 
0 professional and personal gains? Why shouldn't she keep all her options? CANOE: 
Indeed, why not? 
Yet, no matter how pressing our needs for personal autonomy, equal 
F rights, open-ended options, and no matter how counter-productive the 
giving over of our independence that succumbing to the force of love always 
involves, almost all of us seem to need love in 8ome form or other. 'The 
terrible longings, the enervating emptiness and pain that can 8weep over Ge 
the lives of those who find themselves alone leave relatively few excepted. MY. CIOAS. 
No matter how much we train and fortify ourselves, most of us cannot exist 
comfortably without intimate, sexually based relations with other men and 
women. And all substitutions are finally paltry and dissatisfying. 
Whatever that great complex of feeling is that pushes us, no matter what 
the psychic risk, to seek this kind of union, the urgency with which It 18 
ought, the deep yearnings it alone can answer to, and the devastation it 
can cause when it is lost, bespeaks something which is 80 fundamentally | 
and absolutely necessary that we must see it as existing on the 8ame order of Y ing Fs Te. lO me 
biological necessity as food and water. We need it to survive as organisms. running to run 


In a story by Joyce Carol Oates called *The Lady With The Pet Dog, *' the FRONy 7 1906 "TA 
central character is a contemporary American woman with a contemporary Y #9 tne sun, to the sun 
Sensibility. She 1s revealed as non-romantic and 1llusionless. Her marriage 
18 more or less dead, and while she is vacationing alone she takes on a lover Y 
who also suffers from a marriage with no love left in it. She tries to resist 
feeling too much for this man, but when she returns to her husband she 
> finds that the experience has left its mark on her. Now, to exist at all in her 
present situation she must abstract herself completely, but her lover seeks 
her out. She yields to her feelings and they meet from time to time in hotel 
rooms. She makes love with him pass1onately, yet at the same time she 
can't come to trust him and's0o is pushed further into feelings of bitterness 
and despair. One day when $he is with him she resolves to commit suicide 


A No/(n) s8ense Song 


The opposite of profound is silly. 


for Donald 


Paddle me, puddle 


my porridge 1s cold 


HO <ADLIOY ADH? AO ADD AH? AO AH? 


we grow younger each year 
| we grow old, we grow old 
At the Saint Vincent de Paul Thrift store 
between the lampshades and the 
used mattresses 


[OJ ETFIOINIOERFTO! 
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© but at the very moment when she believes she is parting from him for the 
7 last time, she glances at him and is struck with a sudden revelation: 


I found one children's canoe paddle 


among a cannister of crutches. 


d 
And suddenly, joyfully, she felt a miraculous calm. This man was d 
her husband, truly—they were truly married, here in this room — 
they had been married haphazardly and accidentally for a long 
time. In another part of the city she had another husband, a Nobody is going to call me a cripple. 
*husband,” but she had not betrayed that man, not really. This 
man, whom $he loved above any other person in the world, above ) 
even her own self-pitying sorrow and her own life, was her truest 
lover, her destiny. And $he did not hate him, she did not hate 
herself any longer; she did not wish to die; she was flooded with a 
Strange certainty, a sense of gratitude, of pure selfless energy. It 
was obvious to her that she had, all along, been behaving 
correctly, out of instinct. | 

) 


Lake Paradox: 1948 


At the age of nine 
rising to my chin 


What Miss Oates has demonstrated is that the demands of reason, habit, 
and conscience give way to the deeper imperatives of love, because not only 
can love transform us, but if we try to deny its primacy we may literally die. 


I learned to paddle 

Soft in the water 

dipping quiet as Indians 
and 

pared my toenails 
waiting for the arrival of 
my Prince Charming. 


Now I just hang around 
waiting for myself. 


How can I find me 
where am I today 
in the courtyard of dreams 
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hed 


where the sky is made of clay 


Sand in my $hoes 
running to run 

canoe to the moon 
to the sun, to the $un 


It is a dream of children: 
an unredeemable stamp 
a marginal reminder 

a button. 


I do not deliver mail 
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I do not burden myself with the 
change of season 


except 
when waiting 1s required 
except 
when they bear great 
Symbolic significance 
except 
when they turn color 
are made of bone 
cannot be eaten whole 
require soaking 
need careful laundering 
collect no interest 
except 
when there are exceptions. 


Paddling to the Great Pyramid 
I often go upstream 
backwards 

with nothing but a tea strainer 


Sing to me, song to me 
running to run 

canoe to the moon 

to the sun, to the sun 


Paddle me, puddle 

my porridge is cold 

we grow younger each year 
we grow old, we grow old 


Morgan Alexander 
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I do not burden myself with items 
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And yet, if love—love that is 8exual in its beginnings and remains 80, even 
though the early 8wift current may subside to a deeper flow—is as close to? 
the life of the human organism as its very breath, why then have we come to: 
_ — where 80 many of us must despair of finding it, much less making ; 
it last* | 

To a 8ocial critic like Christopher Lasch our national psychological 
problems result from what he calls the growing paternalism of the corporate 
state. In 8urrendering our independence on all levels of life to the massive 
bureaucracies and their expertise and specialized techniques we have given 
away the best parts of ourselves, and too many of us have become 
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four a.m. 

i feel the s$weat rise Swallowing my $kin into 
the air with a small chill and Shudder 

what if the moon had never touched me 
damp with coffee heat i Stand before the Slars 
in the wild morning 


what if the Stars had never louched me 


i would not be here Sweating naked with the morning chill burning 


me away into the. night 
i would be asleep with Socks on dreaming of lovers 


i would. never know what it means lo be free 


i could never love if i had not fel! the Sifl of moon around ine 


the Stars moving through me 
i could never feel had i not fell the moving of the 
morning Shadow hot and lying like loose leaves 

falling featherlight across the liquid void 

if it had never touched me 

if i had never trembled 
if i had never known the terror 
i might Still be-filled with fear 


carolkay long 


Why In The World? 


I remember you; I saw valleys and mountains mark 
your decades on your palms, and-I saw your ankles, 
dark-veined like twisted trees clinging to growth on 
the windy mountainside. I remember how you 


drew me to you before you knew my name. 


{ remember you too, young girl 
who turned ner head like a dancer, an arrow. of chin 
pointing to answers before they clung like moths to 


your leaves of youth. I remember how I struggled to say 


**I don't know” when I saw sunlight eclipsed by 
the mere flesh of your blink. 


All of you people, wandering namelessly, part of me, 
Somewhere on the crumpled terrain inside my skull. 
All of you people, part of me made up of cells 
imitating and keeping part of you in a test tube 

full of memories from unimportant whiles. 


Alice M. Ermlich 


SWIMMING AT NIGHT 


there is no moon. we stumble through bushes 
brushing against a ladder that leans 

against an orange tree disappearing 

into the sky. 


we have no clothes. 


the water quiet and dark. deeper than in sunlight. 
SWimming | listen for you. hear nothing 
call your name. | want this to be over 


| want to roll in water always 
we find each other but do-not touch 


wrapped in towels 
Shivering on rocks Surrounded by indistinct trees 
mountains 
the half-nakedness 
that flickers about us. 
our bodies do not lie 
but we are disembodied 
cannot see each other 
clearly 
like two shades 
we talk for hours. knowing 
it is prohibited. 
not Speaking of the other 


Judy Brown 


Three In One 


Ah, my love, the starry Firmament. 

That $spans above the bowl of daylight skies, 
The angels of the night bestow their Sacrament 
To cleanse the earthly veils from daylight eyes! 


Ah, my love, the temple of the Heart. 


Where dwells the Truth that we would make our own, 


Where s1ilent inner SPACES whisper Sacred art. * 


And where life's sacred Mysteries are known! 


Ah, my love, the Presence that embraces! 

On Mother Natures all-sustaining breast 

All living things, all worlds receive her graces, 
And in her arms are lovingly carressed! 


Ah, my love, the stars are in your eyes, 
And in your heart I find my altar $shrine: 
In your embrace all worlds I realize. 

How wonderfully the three in one combine! 


Ed Hirsch 


TOA OO OINO/ETS OO) ONO ifs ONO OMO/EINNOFIO/IENOIO/IIN OO ONO ONO 00h 010/30 O0/EOO AO 


&) 


OO > ONO OO ONO OBO OO OFCOTEINDPIOISS ONO OOO NO/AIORIO/EENNOIRIO/EINONCOAINORIOSISO NOI ONO ONOEI3ONO/IS ONTO ONO 


4 
or 


WHO OH” SOHoy-> OHCOY> cO{)Cy> (OtH)C>> cOH)> 90)» OH) \OHe-> OH CYy-> O4Cy-> SQ,» D9HCy-> OH)» (OE) oOHGE-S> > ONO ENS ONNO/EIR ONTO RN ONO) OT 


FOw YOU YOU ds panda ADIOS HOLY HOI? HOES ADS ALI) ADE HOWS HOP? ADH WAGON Ae 1 
WJ 


Oh ADH? % FOO IFOINCONS 


OH OH) OHCY)> OC, A) . 


'% 


F This is a Serious story. Working for Coyote is no joke. You have to be 
#* tough. Able to take it. You have to possess nerves of steel, and always 
remember that Coyote is not in control. Who would want a job like 
that? Not Someone who is crazy, really crazy. Too much personal. 
Sacrifice involved. Hard core crazy people are very self-directed. They 
are too much like Coyote to work for Coyote. They are out of control 
too. Really crazy people don't work for anybody. 
Fd Nicholas couldn't quite consider himself as being sane either, 


OH»? 
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F Ag "4 although he at least knew how fo Spell] it, and was familiar with 
G Va F of Several meanings of sane. : 
S os os [ft didn't Seem to matter much. There are lots of people who are? 
Wk TD, & neither Sane nor crazy, they were Sitting all around him. Most of Z 
T by Robert Winslow them had better jobs than working for Coyote, jobs they could talk & 
& of 77 about in public. Nicholos took another refill on his coffee. He didn't? 
6 Vi uUSually drink coffee in the afternoon, buf he wanted fo be Sure that d 
© os he would feel awake when he spoke before the council that evening. 9 
| That would .be no joke either. | 
6 Lf” When She first Sat down next to him at the counter, he did not Day © 
of much attention. They had known of each other for Several years, } 
2 Ped both lived in the Same town. They even had a conversation once in a 5 
E bar, when he fold her of how he came to his vision, how it had first Z 
S if F od appeared in the symbols of a dream while he was working one day in? 
or i the park, and how a friend had Seen the same vision, and found him, J 
E Fog and hugged him, asking if he was all right, for both had seen the £ 
G ———c threat, and how the vision reappeared Several days later as a terrific 
& | it is not by death alone that we | pain in his abdomen, $0 that he had gone into the mountains to die, D 
© die | but then been returned. She had Seemed to take it all in, and © 
| approve. He might have made Some casval reference fo Something £ 
6 bleak and black and moonless beach that Sounded real to her. Who knows, they'd both been drinking. = 
S _  ——— He knew nothing about her, except that She had worked briefly in? 
2 as 1 watch you Sit $0 carefully crying the offices of the men who administered the town's affairs, which 5 
T | lenderly remaking your parts $0 as nol 10 included the park That's how they'd met, and Since then they would 
E | change yourself at all See each other walking around town once in awhile and maybe say 
: | and slill Sliding up the beach comes the hello. At these times they would always think to themselves of the © 
MLSLIFGE posSibility of getting to know each other a little and having Sexual 9 
rolling under and over always different and intercourse, and being subjected to one another's neuvroticism,and SOS 
6 always the same on, and it did Seem possible so it was Something passed by when they =t 
C Some are one and one and went on their ways without Speaking . They liked each other. ? 
2 SOME.GEE-£40.GNG-1100-G1d He was afraid, however, of her nose, the point of which was not 5 
Some are never ending exactly turned up, but was out there Somewhere thinking about it. & 
© His nose was flared, and he thought he needed to be around women 
and what are we with aquiline noses. These are the Stupid kinds of ways that he was © 
thinking about her then when they would meet. They never thought of ' 
' | carolkay long each other except with their eyes, so they didn't think of each other. 
: When they were apart. ? 
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Q She radiated an aura of freedom, or at least an aura of repression 
that indicated that Somewhere inside, She valued freedom whether 
She had it or not. That was the reason he believed that he could 
C probably work it out fo have intercourse with her, and also one 
2 reasSon he was not attracted to the idea. For one thing, he Sensed that 
x he could not seduce her, an activity which he was occaslionally 
willing to indulge in if it did not require too much time, or expense. 
Whether she went to bed with him or not, She would be conscious of 
what she was doing all along. No big deal, but it removed Some of the 
Fort What it left was the prospect of actually getting hung up on 


her, which meant eventually being hurt, and wanting her to feel his 
& pain, and he didnt respond well to that at all, because he did like her. 
4.7.20 first time they met, glancing without words in the city hall, it 

had occurred to him that she might be able fo seduce him, but She 
had never tried, and he had long since dismissed the thought. 

So when s$he first sfarted coming on to him at the resfaurant 


| URES* ; : PI y "+ | FHlustration by Dennis Shives 
- Ont that afternoon, His first reaction} was one of sSurprise, 


| | | RAINWATER LA 
followed by a rabbit flash to run while the getting was good, Which he RES 


; I am 
oOvVvercame...or which she overcame. 
deaf but not mute, 


; ; clear but not invistbÞle. 
As She Spoke over her coffee to him, She would first look directly 


wee . You pray for me 
into his eyes, then lower her own, raising them once more with a Es 
: : and hide 
' nuance of rising strength in her voice for a moment. He tried fo keep | 
9 his eyes on her sSteadily, Something he rarely did with people. After 
© awhile She Said that his hair looked terrible, and that She would give 
him a haircut, if he wanted. He Said he would like that, could she 
give him one before the council meeting that night,he'd been wanting 
to get a haircut but didn't have the money. They agreed that he would 
make a better impression with one, and left to go to her hovuse. 
\) 


when I as much 

as touch your forehead. 

And though TI lull you 
whispering rhythmic chants 
you curse me and cringe 

as my angry sister 

explodes. 

Never again will I return 

to wet your thirst - I promise. 


A&D 


But I hear your prayers 

and come again. 

This time gently 

$0 that you may not complain. 
But you do. 

And $0 

I stay 


To cry on your shoulder. 


Liz Haapanen 
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in the rain filled night i lay 
holding fire between white Sheels 
as the whirling mis! 
tumbled me crazy gone 


running Soaked riverrockladenrainbowlight 
across the fields 


Stretching to the Shore and lapping wind ; 
Sadly broken Somehow 

F 4 i lay Steel on sand in the rushing water 
5 RS: = X | ., waiting for the silken touch of foam 
{et it 3 to free me 
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the light 

in my breast 

touches 

and recelves 

the light 

in your breast 

and 

our friendship 

makes one light d 
as we feel ' | 
each other's 

feelings ; 
and therefore 

feel our own 

more deeply 

and the telepathic 
mMeSSAges 

that flow 

through the air 

between us 

whisper of 

our evolution 

as lovers 

where there 1s 

no question 

of letting go 

because 

there 1s no 

PossessLON 

only love 

freely given 

and freely received ) 
and 

any anxious moments 

are easily 

dispelled 

in the Sharing of ourselves 
for as we 

g0 deeper 

we help each other 

evolve 

and 

no matter 

the blemishes 
and flaws 

each of us 

in the light of 
our beloved 
discovers 

our beauty 
and—like the dolphins — 
becomes free. .. 


george Sanchez 
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EPILOGUE 


AS Nicholas and Edna (for sUuch was her name) walked out the 
door, the crowd.in the Small resfaurant began Singing (without the 
words, which they Simply did not know at all) the French national 
anthem, instigated and conducted by a local jounalist who wrote a 
popular column for retired recreation vehicle owners. His work 
appeared regularly in *'The Automobilist””. 

After the haircut, Edna and Nicholas descended upon the equally 
local city council which, after a lengthy and disgusting fight, passed 
a resSolution fo preserve a local wilderness over which they actually 
had. no [|urisdiction. Flushed with the infoxicating despair of 
triumph, the two (almost still) young acquaintances made love for 
the firsft time, writhing together all night like Schizophrenic orphans 
from outer Space and/or vines planted too close in a garden. 

They successfully maintained their quivering and delicate hunger 
for each other two full months by never making the slightest open 
commitment. Then the affair fell apart, after a period of Several 
anxious weeks during which they took turns Sitting for hours by the 
telephone, playing fapes by James Taylor and Bonnie Raitt. 

Still friends, they occasionally Stop and talk for a moment on the 
Street or at the Posft Office. Nicholas (for whom life is essentially a 
nervous habit) fantacized a novel about the whole thing (and | do 
mean the whole thing) but gave it up when he couldn't think of a 
name for Edna. 

So | have recorded this artless howl. | am Coyote. + 
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WHEN I WAS JUST A KID 


When lyrics flowed like anxious girls 
ready to be seen 

and everything in vision 

was Still 50 awfully green.... 

When day was a dolphin | swam with 
and midnight a phantom fair, 


' when everything was strong with youth 


from my toes to my hair... 
When caution was a Senseless by-word 
and love an adventure to come 
when everything was added 
without a methodical sum.... 
When summers were golden playgrounds 
and fields were friends to me, 
and the days danced by like Niades 
in my own mythology... 
When | was the goddess of springtime 
Splashing in. rivers quite bare, 
when unicorns were my transporters 
and my dinner a magical pear... 
When winters were never too harsh 
nor tears were ever too long, 
when disappointments came 
and ended with a song.... 
When energy rarely wearied 
when believing never failed 
when hope was a magic ship 
that forever sailed and sailed.... 
When love was never a duty 
when a hug was never hid 
this is the way | was 
when | was just a kid. 


Laura E. Beitler 


1 have drawn 1t, it is black 

1 think it might be fog 

billowing clouds come clattering up 
is it Smoke, or is it ash? 


On the way to the hospital 


clutching Ben 


emergency room 


blood gushing from his chin 


which had recently made direct contact 


with a sliding glass door 


he asked three questions 
Am | dying? he asked 
No | said | am not going to let you die 
Am | in trouble? he aSked 
No | Said 
(loud noise a long silence 


No | Said 


Will | get a lollipop ? 


long Shards of glass) 
You are not in trouble. 


he asked 


Yes | Said 


You can have a hundred 


Judy Brown 


FALLING SNOW 


The snow falls so gently. 


SO gracefully upon the ground 
it comes down $0 effortlessly 
those wicked clouds above us 
bring soft snowflakes. | 


Kathryn Long 
age 8 


I've seen ash—or is it my imagination—imagining smoke 


coming out of the fireplace. 

| Stand breathless at the window 
as it rolls in from every canyon 
and direction—1 see it come 
rumbling in 


Kathryn Long 
age 7 


THE FIRE 


The flames of the fire jut-up 
when you light it 


the kindling 


goddamn lollipops 


Past 
Present 


Future 
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Confused 


Together 


That is what 


most people 


Lack 
l's 
Together 


ness 


However 


They will not even 


Lift a 
Finger 
To try this 
New 
they munch on Totally new 
later on I peek Way of life 


in the fire there the flames 


munch on a great log later 


the fire faces its 


death and fails 


Kathryn Long 


age 8 


Capella Parrish 


age 10 
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Releade 


In an empty wood-4hed once 

I {ound a witd bind beating 444 wings 

' frantically, againast a cobwebby pane; 

I caught 4t, Sudden {ke 

and nan wth it (praying 44 was not hunt) 
to the out of doonut 


b= 
£ 
8 
E 
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4X took o{{ with 4uch force 

I {ett pubhed back -- as tho a park of ne 
had (Lung 056 with it ., « 
4tnange, wad thrdtt, 


It 40aned and 4ang, and my heart 


5 
5 
& 


» (ee 


and {ARC «©. 


ALL that day my 4tep was Lighter 
and my hand 

that had hetd the bind {fngted 
with a certain wonder, 


Bess Hines Harkins _ 


Ea40nce 
Iz 44n'4 the onchid you gave me, 


Lovely as 4t 44, 

{rnadkk as the mit of the 44tands 
di{{ubed by the evening dun -- 

amber and yettow and node 
deficatety blended 

breathing of 4pace and Light, . . 


It 44n't the orchid you gave me, 
Lovety as 44 44 
that 44 4neabuned by me modt deeply: 
4X 44 the 4et{ within 4t -- 
you the g4vern, wth Love --= 
wth pwdty in your heant 
and poetry 4n your eyes. 


Thank you {01 the onenid; 
to me. 44 44 &ymbotic 


Bess Hines Harkins 
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> Birdie... 


their high-decibel level. A few wooks ND: by with little to show except 
for the growth of more feathers and a marked increase in Birdie's 
appetite. By the time he should have been able to fly away, he could only 
nop around patnhetically because he had no wing or tail feathers. He just. 
couldnt seem to grow them. 

We were able to identify his S$pecies—California scrub jay—because of 
nis color and markings. It was about this time that | began to identify with 
Birdie. We were both crippled and useless. We ate, accepted comforts 
and we both lived in a cage. His was made of steel, mine was the bed and 
wheelchair, but nonetheless, a cage. We Seemed to have much in & 
common. 

Before the advent of Birdie, | had never been the least interested in 
birds. To me, birdwatching seemed a monumental bore. And | could not, 
for the life of Me, uUnderstand how a person could sit for hours just to catch 
Sight of a bushtit or Some other equally dull creature of flight. Yet | had 
watched a number of bird fanciers, armed with notebook, birdbook and 
camera, tramp through the woods for hours, staring ever upwards in g 
Search of, what Seemed to me to be, absolute feathered folly. Really 
InSipid stuff, thought I. As the weeks went by, however, | began to realize D 
just how interesting these little animals could really be. My teacher was 9 
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Birdie. 
To my complete surprise | found that he exhibited many traits which | 
Seemed to be distinctly human. For example: he usually threw a fit when. 
annoyed, went through long. periods of melancholic self-reflection, 
enjoyed an enormous appetite, and watched a lot of television. Frankly, it 
was like having another teen-ager around the house. | guess his favorite ' 


d activity, though—outside of eating—was biting careless fingers, 


of the nature which 44 yours , « » 


unguarded ears, or an occasional lower lip, foolishly exposed by one of ? 
the kids. 

By late Summer, | had recovered sufficiently enough to sit in the 
wheelchair, and to feed and Shave myself. Soon | took to sitting outside in $ 
the backyard with my new pal. Being outside was a rather traumatic Þ 
experience for Birdie, because other members of his Species Seemed ix 
take delight in attacking him whenever he poked his beak outside the 
door. He could more than hold his own with the house finches and : 
Sparrows, but the scrub jays raised almighty hell with him. Birdie, it 
Seems, came by his bad temper honestly. No doubt he inherited it from 
his father, a huge, beautiful $þÞecimen who attacked anything in the yard 
that moved, including Birdie. In spite of almost continual harassment, my 
little friend simply loved getting out of his cage, and he fought valiantly ? 


IQ OH OH Or By OH VO OP AO” Oy OH OH Hy DH arc a OLIO ER Ol! 


nn ein ew mrs — 
CE I SOA DC ES ATOP en 


99 wo@h Ov wan, WAH WOUND, YOU WAH OUS HAH LOW» OH, LOH» WOO WOW WORDS WAND WO 
each evening when we tried to gather him in for the night. d 
J He probably didn't weigh over three ounces but, except for his own 
kind, he feared neither man nor beast. | once saw him attack our ninty-five 
pound German shepherd, pulling the poor animal's tail straight out from 
J his body. Fortunately, the dog has a benign disposition and he just Calmly, as you riffled through orange 
ignored the incident. index cards, came uplook to meet me, 
5 My keen interest in Birdie helped See me through Some very dark, quite Straight: Saying in response, 
y gloomy days. Observing his spunk in the face of adversity, | grew 
2 ashamed of the lack of it in me. | decided to become involved in life again. 
Z | took up writing as an avocation—something I'd always wanted to do— 
E and, thanks to the splendid people in my musical group, | began singing d 
2 again. Charlie Donovan, the banjo player and group leader, used to come And just that abruptly, you were 
© by twice a week, load me—by a special ramp—into his van, and whisk me d with me, as one. 
F over to his house for practice. | went to our performances the same way. 
2 It's funny, | feel uncomfortable around people when I'm in my wheelchair 
ZE even now, but in those days, despite my skeletal appearance, | used to 
5 belt out the songs with unabashed enthusiasm, totally at ease up on the 
& Stage. | guess it's the ham in me. 
Z While at last coming out of my $shell, my constant companion was 
E Birdie. This created friction in the family, i'm afraid, because | insisted that 
2 he be given the run of our bedroom while | was resting during part of the 
5 day. Bonnie took this in good grace but | do recall s0me under-the-breath 
y muttering as she cleaned up the mess and picked up the many items that 
4 Birdie would fling around the room. She showed admirable restraint, 
= however, possibly because she recognized some theraputic value to me. 
. $ For all her labor and sacrifice, | like to think so. She doesntt talk about it. 
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"You just have to Be with it.” 


So did time solidify 


into a movement giving of real life. 


Joan Lerman 
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C worked, and a place of which we had fond memories. We found a very 
2 little rancho and bought the place in February of 1978. BY now my 
z recovery was Such that | could roll over in bed, wash, transfer myself onto 
C the toilet and push myself around in the wheelchair. Life was much 
. Improved. Unfortunately, Birdie had not progressed as well. He still 
z lacked the ability to fly, owing to his failure to grow more than one or two 
C temporary tail feathers at a time. 
2 We figured he must have been the runt of the litter. The vet theorized 
5 that he had suffered adhesions when he fell—or was pushed—from the 
J nest. In any event, he just wasn't enjoying normal development. In Spite of 
this, he Seemed quite content, and was becoming the darling of the family. 
= It looked as if Birdie were here to stay. 
One thing we liked about our new home was the many oak and olive 
trees which dotted the property. It made our place a veritable Sanctuary 
; for birds, especially scrub jays. Unfortunately, Birdie found Ojai jays to be 
Sjust as mean as the ones in Thousand Oaks, and s0 his days were filled 
gon loud combat. Always outnumbered, he never got farther away from 
the house than the creek out back, some fifty feet from the patio. Between 
Crumbles, though, he happily ran around hiding acorns, killing bees by the anguay eee f 
| thorn chasing insects, bothering the dog, and generally raiSing cain. 
One day, however, he did none of these things. Bess Hines Harkins 
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The Unraveling 


/ felt like a woman 
ONCce, 


dominated my life. 
But | left that Scene 
and | found 


about roles and life. 
/ looked for that 
feeling of womanhood 
in the men | met, 
rarely finding It. 
[t must come from 
within me not as 
Something imposed 
upon from the outside. 


will | See clearer 


the way to maturity ? 


judy goulder 


painting by Judy G oulder 
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when the responsibility of motherhood 


myselſlf an adolescent wondering 


Now, Somewhat a child again, 


On a cold, wintry morning in March, Bonnie found him lying quietly on 
the bottom of the cage. His feet were locked together and he was just? 
barely breathing. She rushed him to the vet. The results of the 
examination were very disheartening. It appeared that Birdie was 
Suffering from bronchial pneumonia, and his prognosis for survival was 
poor. We were given Some medicine but little hope for his recovery. By the 
time we got him home he was gasping for breath, and his head was 
pointed toward the ceiling, a sure sign that his lungs had filled with fluid. 
In desperation, we heated his cage to ninty degrees and filled it with: 
clouds of Vicks-laden air from an atomizer. We prayed for a miracle. The 
next morning he seemed a bit better, and by the next afternoon he had? 
begun breathing with his beak closed again. A week later he wasd 


pronounced completely well! 
The vet now Suggested a different feeding program, one which f 


Stressed good basic nutrition. In a few weeks we started to see dramatic 5 
results. Wing and tail feathers began literally sprouting like weeds. I 
after his molt, his head was crowned for the first time with a thick mantle 
of bright blue feathers. At long last he began to actually look like an adult 
SCrub jay. We were amazed and delighted with his progress. Though still Z 
unacceptable to the local honchos of jaydom, he began to make tentative? 
friendships with the new: crop of. babies. 

Then came the magic day when he took wing for the first time—a £& 
wobbly flight to be sure, but a flight nonetheless. As Soon as he cleared? 
the creek, the old jays ripped into him, Sending him careening back home 
lIike a drunken sailor. Because of the territorial behavior of these older &£ 
jays, Birdie was kept pretty well grounded for some time. Clearly though, ; 
it was the beginning of the end for Birdie and me. 

[t Seems strange, but this little il|-tempered hedonist was one of WS. 
major keys to my mental recovery. By becoming interested in him, | 
became interested in other things. To date, | have written a western novel,5 
published twenty-one articles and stories, and have long since taken ups 
my old job as branch manager for Bank of America. | now approach the? 
typewriter and my job with enthusiasm, instead of despair. 

| am still confined to a wheelchair and will most probably be a3 
paraplegic for the rest of my life—the jury is still out. But | have, with the 
help of my family and Birdie, left forever that dark world of self-pity and 
unhappiness. 

Though | still have time left to do, Birdie has left his cage forever. in 
June of 1978 he flew shakily to the fence as he'd done many times before, 
but this time he didn't fly back. Challenged by an old jay, he fought him os 
and flew across the creek. Pausing on a dead limb, he was Soon joined by 
a young jay, and they both flew lazily into the orange grove behind ours 
property. He's never been back. 

Sometimes though, | fancy |.hear him out there among the trees, 
Scolding me when I'm sad: calling out, *hang in there, hang in there. 
Someday you'll get out of your cage too.” + 
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24» Red Rock... 
refusal and standing behind him was a very formidable woman who did } 
c not crack a smile. 

What? Not allowed to camp on this ground so0 sacred to my friends) 
who had traveled through the night across mountain and desert, refused) 
permission to sleep on this holy ground, not to be allowed to camp 
within the heavenly gates? 

Like some latter-day Saint Peter at the gates, the man refused us 
entry. You guys can camp down at Red Rock Crossing.” he said and { 
then gave us specific directions as how to get there. We drove back out 
of paradise but not happily. We were disgruntled at leaving this rich 
and royal stretch of green and we chose to speak unkindly of the Stern | 
woman who stood behind, silent as we were banished. 

I don't think she's getting enough humping.” s0meone among us said. 
Red Rock Crossing indeed! 

We had been directed. to one of the most famous sites in all of 
Arizona. Innumerable Sunday artists and would-be master 
photographers have painted or photographed the majestic view of 
6 Red Rock Crossing. For across from the fresh water creek there is the 
© eminence of sandstone towers and these, as Dale informed me, are 

Sacred to the Eckankar faith. 

What there was now on this Saturday afternoon in this idyllic place 
$1799 a gathering of what might be termed low-lifes, no-goodnicks and, 
not to put too fine a point to it, scum of the earth. There was the sound of 

6 beer bottles crashingagainstrock mixed with language of barracks-room 
grossness. A scantily attired woman was astride a horse that bucked and 
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reared. The shotgun the woman cradled in her arms she now lifted and 
$ made as if to fire. 
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**Mazy,” one of the celebrants 8aid, you watch where you point that {& 


gun. It's loaded and you know it. 
**Carefull I don't point this at you, jack-off king,” the woman named 
Pn Said and then, thankfully, fired the shotgun straight into the air. 
"Honey Bear,'so0meone $houted, "get off your ass and bring me a 
C beer.” 


tow, got up and walked toward the washtub where the beer was kept. 


Larry, who knows only too well what can happen with the careless \ 
: handling of firearms, wanted no part of these goings-on. And neither Y 
did I, who had foresworn firearms of all kinds since my discharge from | 
the Army. But although Larry and1 were for leaving, Dale elected to \ 


Stay. 


As if by 8ome prearrangement, a new friendship that Dale tormed 


with the young. Jonathan, a cyclist from Pasadena,had decidedit for our 
traveling companion. Their talk was of cycling and climbing and s800n 


their gaze was fixed on that magnificence in the sky across from the 


creek. Cathedral Rock was truly awesome. Dale and Jonathan told me } 
of their decision to climb it next morning. 'To Dale it would be a 
$piritual adventure, a journey within a journey; to Jonathan it would be 


a test of physical prowess. 
During this time Larry had melted away, his eye caught by a woman 


who had draped herself over a low-riding, jacked-up Chevy of ancient $ carolkay long 
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; An obese, dark-skinned man, with an enormous Saint Bernard dog in } 
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' his hands on ſire 


& i Stand into the crescent night and tremble 


Somewhere there is a horizon for 
each of us 
a place of edges 


a diffusion 


Searing 
beyond ourselves 


carolkay long 


the land disappears around me 

Saguaro into sand into the beating wind 
the rent and rift grip me 

leave me drifting as the dunes 

to the cadence of the wind 


carolkay long 


pale and glistening 

whipped out of nowhere and 
returning to nothing 

i feel the breath of the Stars 


carolkay long 


—— 


there are no paths 

with gilded sunshine edges 
macrame of rose and orange and spice 
Somewhere we've been misled 

and try to walk a non-extstent road 
with lives s0mewhat peripheral 

we pass now and then over a core- 
glim psing tits essence, we pass on 
we try to stay in bounds 

to make a path of certainty- 

we try to be the core 


Somewhere here there is a lesson 


in free flight 


carolkay long 


in rain-choked Sleepi awaken from a dream thu 
i Should have walked away from long ago 
like the small leaves of the courtyard player with 
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Stringing bones to the Shifling of the trees and 
Searching wind 


thrown agains! the path i might have laken 
part of me Still wanders down that road 
and part has Strayed behind 
and roots pull up and 


the wind pulls out and 
the morning comes hazy with 


rotting leaves and Sandsteam 
and takes my legs away 


the hawk Screams 
and in my hands i ſeel 
the echo 
of its cry 
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Meteorology of Fate 


there 1s a cloud in the 
Sky. it can be een every- 
where. it is horned 
like a dilemma. it is 
dark, and low. 

we have been expect- 

ing it to rain, 

snow, sleet, hail, or 

blow away 

for ages 

but it does nothing 

& but Sit there 

in the sky 
just out of reach 


ii isn't fair 
+ we don't know what to expect 
I any more. for all we 
know 
E the wind could break up that cloud 
tomorrow. 
for all we can tell 
&it might not be a cloud at all. 
= who has ever seen such a mass in the sky? 
Sit isn't 
2 reasonable. 
Q not that we are 
complaining. 
we've got lots of spare time 
to think about it. 
we've got all day to 
wait. we pray. we think 
the right thoughts. we 
know what they are. 
it's just funny 
Ghas nothing 
2 really happened yet. 


5 not that nothing is 
happening. our faces are 
Z wet, and it hasn't 
© rained 
26 ages 
© things are backwards 
©s0mehow 
don't ask me 


all i know is 

Cevery time 1 see that shadow 
a2 the ground i get 

© nervous 


'1 don't look down much 
&% up much either 
X there's enough else going 
Cto keep me busy 
1 can't be thinking about that cloud 
Gall the time 
it's not natural 
oh telling you 


= that 1 
Scan ever forget it 


Cindy Anderson 2, 
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vintage. Larry, the spiritually advanced student of Eckankar, was trying .. 
to pick up on a woman. I was wondering if she had a sister. 

It was a hot afternoon in Arizona. The water flowed sweet but the air 
was CrisÞP as if fraught with something about to crack. And something 
did crack. The danger that suddenly threatened came when a man 
wearing boots and a western hat swaggered over to where my friend : 
Larry stood attempting to make-out with the tight-Jjeaned woman, 
Evidently, in the proprietary way of some males, the man considered 
the woman as his and Larry as the interloper. d 

I heard something about ''You better screw off, buster,” and 1 
sauntered over to the low-riding Chevy and made myself known as with ? 
Larry. I wanted no part of an encounter with this man with the. 
embroidered boots and I sensed that Larry, too, felt no urge toward an Z 
encounter with the man. Larry had all the women he. wanted back 7 
home. Picking up on this woman had been nothing more nor less, I'S 
SUsPected, than a reflex action. 


We had all backed off and no one was the less for it, nor had anyone 
been hurt. Larry and I were for taking off from Red Rock Crossing but 
Dale decided to spend the night in view of Cathedral Rock. We two & 
older men climbed into the camper and as we drove out of the crossing, 
Larry gave me his appraisal of the situation with the low-riding Chevy. D 
'He stamped her” Larry said, ''with a brand on her butt. It reads, 'U.S. Þ 
Government Inspected. My Meat.” Well, he's welcome to it. | 

Larry and I made our direction away from Red Rock Crossing. Before D 
we returned the next day we would have our adventure with "The 5 
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Painted Cloud”, that ten-storied balloon that would gently float bite 


Sedona—the gigantic torches pouring forth heat, the red and white 
canvas billowing large and the bottles of champagne when the great © 
bird came down—we would be there waiting for it to come down, but 
all the while, whether we knew it or not, Red Rock was urging us back. d 

And we would talk with the middle-aged real estate woman and flirt 9 
with her and drink Scotch at the opening of her model house which was 
going for a mere one-hundred-and-twenty-five-thousand dollars. But all 
the while, even as we drank the Scotch, Red Rock was calling us back. 9 

And late of a Sunday afternoon we did go back to that hell that the 
Eckankar gatekeeper had assigned us to. It was calmer now for most of 
the rowdies had gone. Dale and Jonathan had indeed climbed to the top 
of the great rock protrusions across the creek. Early in the morning meg 
two of them had climbed to the top: of the low butte. In the way and © 
Ganner of heroes, Dale had climbed alone to the very top of Cathedral 9 
Rock. 

**Me. I cycled five-hundred miles on this bike,” Jonathan said, and 19 
climbed up that rock. But that Dale, he climbed like some mountain; 
goat—up and up and still up. ' Dale, standing there quietly, did not 
disagree. |; 

We sat about and dabbled our feet in the clear, cold water and talked 
of what had transpired the previous day. And then, even as we talked, 
who should walk over in our direction but Honey Bear, the dark- 
skinned Indian, Vietnam veteran and alcoholic, together with his dark 
Bernard dog who had what can only be called a hang dog” expression þ 
even as his master had. 

'Just wondering,” Honey Bear said, * 
Some food.” 


'if you guys would like to FED, 
Jonathan and Dale were acquainted with the Indian and: 
his dog and the idea of a shared meal appealed to both of them. Brown 
rice, Which Jonathan had packed all the way from Pasadena, was' 
brought forth and Larry brought out some pita bread from the stores in 
the camper. It was HoneyBear who added the main ingredients, a nrgos 
wooden tray of vegetables which Dale immediately began to prepare. 
''They came from the dumpster in back of the supermarket.” = 
Indian said. *I give this half-breed I know a buck to let me cart away as 
much as I can carry. Course, they'll want the tray back but we'll eat 
good.” ; 


Thus, our first and our last supper began to come to ether as Dale, in 
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gn interests of health, threw equal portions of the vegetables away and 
E other portions into the boiling pot over the open fire. Honey Bear just 
foe. there gazing at his dog, muttering something in a language of his 
own 

Lots of folks say I remind them of my dog.” he said. In fact, they call 
my dog Honey Bear same as me, and that's alright if they want to. He 
{began to pet and nuzzle the dog. And then suddenly he was on the 
ground wrestling with it. 

We watched fascinated as the two of them went through contortions 
| that were a little frightening. We began to hear howls and then words 
like *'gook'' and ''Viet Cong bastard”'. It was as if the man and the dog 

& were acting out a ritual that they had acted out many times before. And 
Z then, as quickly as it had begun, it was over and Honey Bear rose to his 
feet. '*No, Sir, Captain,” he said to no one in particular. I'm not going to 
drink no more. 

Then, as if repeating 80mething he had once heard, Honey Bear said, 
'Your native American wasn't genetically prepared for booze. He has 
no defense against alcohol.” Jonathan said, ''Chow's on.” and we 
gathered around. 

As if by some gentle urging we joined hands before eating. There was 
5 only the sound of the running water beside us and Larry speaking, 'We 
are brothers who partake of this food. Some of it comes from a far place 
but it is all blessed and we share it as brothers.”'' He added, "Hug your 
brother.” 

In the natural way of natural men, Larry and I and Dale and Jonathan 
embraced and hugged one another and then we embraced Honey Bear. 
And it was then that this Vietnam veteran, this alcoholic broke down 
and wept. 

You guys, you guys,” he said in the midst of his tears, *I don't cry. 
Never did cry since I was a baby on the reservation. But you guys been 
@ working on my heart. I've been watching you. You don't judge me. You 


{et Say, You goddamn redskin bastard', like they say. You don't say, 
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'Get out of here you baby killer, killer of children and old women!' You 

don't say that.” 

Now the tears were flowing as this man who did not cry was 
© weeping.We stood Silently with pangs of embarrassment at what we 
$ were $Seeing. The warrior, the once noble warrior had come home from 

2, the wars broken and turned into SCrap- -heap material. And now the 
$ voice of the warrior became the voice of the confessor. 

"If you want to know the truth,” Honey Bear said very softly, I done 
did it All. I killed and I done raped. I shot old women and children, just 
cause I got off on killing.” 

We continued to stand there, silent. What else could we do? 

But then Larry, that barber who gives to those who come into his shop 
infinitely more than a mere haircut, Larry, the ex-cop and ex- 
parachutist trained to kill, got up and walked over and, in the strong ang 
. Sure grasp of his arms, enfolded Honey Bear and held him tight and 
kissed him on the cheek. And each and every one of us, each in our own 
fashion, went over to the man and affirmed for him in our own way. 

We $sat down then and ate and never had brown rice and pita bread 
and rotten vegetables tasted so good. In time, we would climb back into 
out camper when the last supper was finished.In time we would bid 
Bear and his Saint Bernard farewell, knowing that we would probably 
not see either of them ever again. But before all that could take place, it 
was right that Dale, in between helpings of rice and vegetables, should 
Say what he had to Say. 

''Up there,” Dale said, pointing to the magnificent butte that rose 80 
majestically into the darkening sky, *'up there where we climbed, I 
talked with the masters and they said to come down and get it on with 
my brothers. And that's what we've done. That's what we've done.” 

We had sought heaven and been consigned to hell. We had no choice 
but to redeem that hell until our tears of sadness became tears of 
gladness. We had proved we are very members one of another. + 
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LAST NIGHT IN THE SESPE 
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we make camp on top of the ridge 
Hines Peak to our left black wedge in the sky 
on either side 


below lakes of fog 


push up at us overhead 

a conjunction of two planets and a star 
make constellations look like weak sisters 
it is cold we heat tortillas over the fire 

pour margarine over them from a squeeze bottle 
drink hot Tang 


around the fire 


we put our sleeping bags 


©)/> cUOp 


like the points of a star 


Cary delivers a diatribe 
against the Forest Service 
Sunny, one more time, brings up the subject 
of her boyfriend 
while Lindi and TONOGA disappear 
into their bags Z 


we had walked for days 
to this place and its silence 
the wind blows 
Sparks over our bags/we throw earth on the fire. 
and go to sleep 6000 feet above 


whatever is happening below 


| wake up before the sun 
I'd lost a sock in the night 
frost on my pack 

no one awake but me 


pink sky in the east 
and no one awake but me 


Judy Brown 
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psychological types he calls the *new Narcissists. ” In his study of these 

conditions called THE CULTURE OF NARCISSISM Lasch convincingly 

links 8ome of the more obvious qualities of life in our advanced technocratic 

Society with what are perhaps less often observed results on our 
0 personalities: 


Having surrendered most of his technical skills to the corporation, 
he can no longer provide for his material needs. As the family loses 
not only its productive functions but many of its 
reproductive functions as well, men and women no longer manage 
even to ratse their children without the help of certified experts. 
The atrophy of older traditions of self help has eroded everyday 
competence, in one area after another, and has made the 
individual dependent on the state, the corporation, and other 
bureaucracies. 

Narcissism represents the psychological dimension of this 
dependence. Notwithstanding his occasional illusions of 
omnipotence, the narcisstst depends on others to validate his self- 
esteem. He cannot live without an admiring audience. His 
apparent freedom from family ties and institutional constraints 
does not free him to stand alone or to glory in his individuality. On 
the contrary, it contributes to his insecurity, which he can 
overcome only by seeing his *grandiose self” reflected in the 
attentions of others, or by attaching himself to those who radiate 
celebrity, power, and charisma. 


This personality type,of course, 1s 1l]-&uited to establishing lasting 
personal relationships or finding satisfaction in the day to day rigors of 
family life because he has lost a genuine enduring faith in himself or the 
future, and thus deferral of pleasure or sacrifice has no meaning to him: 


Liberated from the superstitions of the past, he doubts even the 
reality of his own existence. Superficially relaxed and 
tollerant... he regards everyone as rivals for the favors conferred by 
the paternalistic state. His sexual attitudes are permisslve rather 
than puritanical, even though his emancipation from ancient 
taboos brings him no sexual peace..... Acquisitive in the sense that 
his cravings have no limit... (he) demands immediate gratification 
and lives in a state of restless, perpetually unsatisfied destre. 


/ 


...To live for the moment ts the prevailing passion—to live for 
yourself,' not for your predecessors or posteriety. We are fast losing 
the sense of historical continuity, the sense of belonging to a 
SUCCessLOn of generations originating in the past and stretching 
into the future. | 


In conditions of 8uch dependence and impermanence such as Lasch 
describes, it is not surprising to find many Americans employing what he 
calls *strategies of accomodations” which involve shying away from 
personal relations that require commitment and emotional vulnerability, 
expecially since there is little assurance of them lasting. And under these 
conditions sex becomes an activity which is s8ought for more and more in 
Situations where the intensity of the relationship can be limited and 


ONE UNCONDITIONAL HOUR 


Into a moment of belonging 


will ] enter 


half-Starved from knowing 


the deficient feeling 
of feeling it will go. 
Into a half-forgiving 
moment 

you love me but 

I know 

the thud 

that tomorrow might 
bring me 
yesterday.... 

| will forget for now 
that often I forsake 
myself 

as well as you, 

for now is when 

| go into the arms 
of your acceptance 


to dream 


of unconditional love. 


Into a dream 

of deliverance. 

my faith may say 

| am dehvered.... 
but you 

were not informed. 
How 1s it 

| ask the impossible 
and dare 

to have an answer 
for me 

who dared to dream 
too much 

too long? 

How be it 

but 

I go 

into a dream 


of belonging 


one unconditional hour 


with you! 


Laura E. Belitler 
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Once you flooded my thoughts, 

I could not contain you. 

This too has passed. We meet, 

observe, part. 

Tonight my reflections are a reservoir— 
Small waves under the night sheets. 


controlled. Hence the present national preoccupation with promiscuity; 1n 
it we can at least attempt a separation between sex and feeling. 

As forceful and, I believe, mostly accurate is Lasch's case, he offers no 
80lutions on the personal level for our growing inability to generate and 
preserve intimate long-term relationships. Moreover, in his preoccupation 
with socio-economic and political mechanisms I think he largely ignores the 
root of the problem, which is, I am convinced, technology itself, rather than 
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Cindy Anderson 
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VALLEY OF PEACE 


Like carving my way 
through space = 
I could carve my way 

through the gentle mountains of your being ® 
and become immersed, 


content... Just its political and economic outgrowths. And though—whatever pastoral 


dreams to the contrary we harbor—it isn't going to go away, we must 
understand and acknowledge just how great an impact it has on us if we 
ever expect to develop strategies of regeneration for the'wounded tissue of 
our personal lives. 

The impact on our lives of technology—although monumental thus far— 
has only just begun. In the near future it will no longer merely accelerate 
and irrevers)bily transform that process called history, as it has thus far, 
but will alter that much more fundamental planetary process we call 
biological evolution. And no matter how many optimistic technocratic : 
futurists we see on television telling us of the glorious future soon within our 
grasp-of space colonies providing us with endless resources, of conquering. 
the aging process, of genetic adjustments to rid ourselves of hereditary : 
disease-these advances will only come with losses of 80 basic a part of our 
human heritage that we will no longer have the capacity to register those 
losses in our minds, much 'less recoup them. 

If this prediction s0unds excessively alarmist or apocalyptic, let me just 
folding over me in fragrance, point to some observations made by Jacques Ellul in his sober, forceful, 


breathing upon me some mist of joy... 4 carefully documented study of technology called THE TECHNOLOGI CAL. 


yet moving, moving $till 
as earth moves out to sea 
and sea to earth, 

like a Subtle 
but constant throb.... 


the ebbing of my oceans 
to your $hore 

or 
your Shore moving its hips 
to mine 


I might feel you beneath me 
circling under my axi1s... 
then finally with all the bwney of fields 
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SOCIETY, first published in French in 1954. For Ellul, technology—or 5s 

"technique as he refers to it in its wider applications-is more 1mportant 
than any other *'social, human, or spiritual fact” in the modern world. 
After describing conditions in modern life which are fairly close to those I 
have been pointing out in this essay, he states the essential and insidious 
difference between the force of technique as 1t exists today, and forces, 
oppress1ve or otherwise, in older s0cieties: 


carving Some kind of valley 
within me _..... 
a valley of peace! 


Laura E. Beitler 


Technique has become autonomous; it has fashioned an 
omniworous world which obeys its own laws and which has 
renounced all tradition. Technique no longer rests on tradition, 
but rather on previous technical procedures; and its evolution tis 
too rapid, too upsetting, to integrate the older traditions. 

...As long as technique was represented exclusiwely by the 
machine, it was possible to speak of **man and the machine.” 

..But when technique enters into every area of life, including the 3 
human it ceases to be external to man. and becomes his very 
Substance. It is no bonger face to face with man but is integrated 
with him, and it progressively absorbs him. 


Like a pair of fire birds 
Your eyes 

Drill their way through mine, 
And you are 

Within me. 


As your hands 

Touch my body, 

Leaving trails 

Of lust and passion, And naturally this © intervention into the very suUbstance not only of the 

INOrganuc but also of the organic” has direct effects on our personal lives—it <s 
penetrates to the very s0urces of life”: 


| Shiver, 


And my center 
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It controls procreation, influences growth, and alters the 5 
Curles up individual and the spectes.... What seems to be most personal in ' 


Becomes tense the life of man ts now technicized. The manner in which he rests 
and relaxes becomes the object of techniques of relaxation. The 


way in which he makes a decision is no longer the domain of the 


With excitement, 


; 
personal and voluntary; it has become the object of the * 
And | am. techniques of ©operations research.” ....all this represents © 
experimentation at the very roots of being. S 
How tis it posstble, then, not to believe that all of civilization ts 
affected and engulfed when the very substance of man 1s. 
questioned? The essence of civilization is thus absorbed. 
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And not leaving aside all the "Brave New World” particulars of 
Flabotatory control of the realm of sex, procreation, and child rearing, we 
till must see that those areas of life are just as fundamentally threatened as 
all the others by technique. Ellul states it well: 


ADH? 


It is true that man has psychic power, the strength of which is not 
yet known. Man ts capable of outbursts of energy and violence. It 
does not seem that those sources of vital energy which might be 
Summarized as sSexuality, spirituality, and capacity for feeling 
have been impaired. 

But every time these forces attempt to assert themselves, they 
are flung against a ring of iron with which technique surrounds 
and localizes them. Moreover, technique attacks man, impairs the 
Sources of his vitality, and takes away his mystery. 
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A gloomy picture indeed. But it is one which we must acknowledge the 
@ truth of if 8uch errant, non-quantifiable and delicate aspects of biology as 
T human love, the nourishments of sex, and procreation and child rearing as 
& personal, private activities are to survive the frigid efficiencies of technique 
Cand the impending completion of the technocratic modern world, a point we 
roy moved some noticeable distance towards since Ellul wrote his study in | 
1954. | 
© So what do we do? Smash the computers? Disassemble the corporate 
$tructure? Kick in our television sets? For most of us the answer to these 
E possibilities is no. The age that is coming is coming with or without our 
@ individual acts of resistance, and though I do not see it to be as bleak as 
4 Ellul, I do believe it is to be feared, simply because things are moving 80 
6 swiftly that the changes we encounter are less and less assessable by the 
& human values we have from the past. The question remains then, how, in 
the face of all this, do we preserve our most important birthright—the hope 
6 for and the opportunity to seek a vital, nourishing, lasting relationship with 
e 80meone of the opposite s8ex? How do we live 80 that hope for fulfilment in 
this respect remains—or becomes again— a realistic hope? 
I personally have no program of particulars to offer. 'The best I can say 1s 
that we can keep ourselves attuned to the best voices in our society, past and 
9 present, who offer metaphors for life-giving, life-continuing engagements 
© with existence. In my own life such a voice has been that of D.H. Lawrence. \ 
LIt is his recognition of, and insistence upon the magnificence of life itself, in 
2 the flesh, and our connection to the rhythms of nature that makes his 
z writing, at its best, exciting and enriching. No matter what his s8ubject or 


C genre, the magnificence of being alive 1s always primary, as this excerpt 
from APOCALYPSE asserts: 


- 
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I remember my Grandmother very well. Whisper The un-spoken Dream y 
6 Soft brown eyes and roses on the wallpaper Voices of our dead Grandmothers Of Men as Strong as we... S 
S She called us all Sweetheart”. | Look down upon us now Who would stand beside 4 
2 And there was a fig tree in the back-yard Whisper Not over N 
= Ofgs - the warm afternoon in the Shade), So your words can be heard Not beneath... E 
& And Christmas was her playing carols on the piano Throughout the Stars... : To sing freely with us C 
F- And putting out the Cresh..... Whisper the Truth | And dance © 
© She was resigned That woman-kind is remembering... And hear the Hear! p 
to being the one we all looked to. She is waking. Which beats $0 Strong S 
: She had long ago given up herSelf. $0 long azleep, In every Being... : 
; She became, wife, mother, anon To Sa lone the Dream, - Not afraid to laugh > 
And after She died I was going through her things 2s has the cvenitne, 5 Not afraid to cry 5 
And found a Hong-Kong basket of paints, Des WoW E Not afraid to sail the uncharted E 
. tubes curled and cracked and dry S Skys to other Universes 6 
: The Birth is $weet once more... SES 
and brushes and turpentine nh IA SE E Within our own Selves... J 
[SCl}... LI 
and a canvas half done... 6 Ming" is freeing aey/ = Together. # 
EA The Memory of eons ago Re-kindles gp | 
of roses 5 | 
; Millions of light years ago Love £ SPI IIT hs 1 
Brenda Sherman Taylor Before the bondage... For Ourselves! Q FRO: QOIET RANT - 3 MYR 5 
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In a $1mple way 
without a word, 
I want to love yOu... 
| want to Soak you 
with my senses 
yet Set you free... 
Come lay beside me 
and reach into the skies 
of- my thoughts, 
and -brush the heavens 
of my heart 
Come hear the pulse 
of all my desires 
beat Shameless1y 
upon your lips. 
Come- teel the leathers 
of the wings of my- Soul, 
as they caress your strength 
that Should encircle me, 
and your $sweetness 
which should comfort -me, 
and the uniqueness 
that 1s .only you. 
[ long to love you 
With my eyes 
and with my hands... 
to touch you with my. being 
and become a part of yours. 
In the most puritan of forms, 
in the most honest of terms 
| need to love you. 
In all frankness 
| need to be me 
with you. 
Somewhere above the injustice 
of this world 
| want to tell you 
face to face 
Spirit to Spirit, 
in a place 
that 1s only ours. 
Above this dream we dream 
each day 
| would hke you to know 
that you are lovely and rare, 
and without the tug 
of common. ties 
and unfeeling finahties, 
| want to: have: y9u.... 
In a place 
where our love 
1S 


the only finality we know. 


Laura EF. Beitler 
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What man most passionately wants 1s his living wholeness and his 
lwing untson, not his own 1ts0late salvation of his **s0ul.” Man 
wants his physical fulfillment first and foremost, since now, once 
and once only, he is in the flesh and potent. For man, the vast 
marvel is to be alive. For man, as for flower and heast and bird, 
the supreme triumph tis to be most vividly, most perfectly alive. 
Whatever the unborn and the dead may know, they cannot know 
the beauty, the marvel of being alive in the flesh. The dead may 
look after the afterward. But the magnificent here and now of life 
in the flesh is ours, and ours alone, and ours only for a time. We 
ought to dance with rapture that we sRhould be alive and in the 
flesh, and part of the living, incarnate cosmos. I am part of the sun 
as my eye ts part of me. That I am part of the earth my feet know 
perfectly, and my blood is part of the sea. My soul knows that I am 
part of the human race, my $oul is an organic part of the great 
human race, as my spurtt 1s part of my nation. In my own very self, 
I am part of my family. There 1s nothing of me that is alone and 
absolute except my mind, and we $hall find that the mind has no 


existence by itself; it is only the glitter of the sun on the surface of 
the waters. 


So that my individualism ts really an illuston. I am part of the 
great whole, and I can never escape. But I can deny my 


connections, break them, and become a fragment. Then I am 
wretched. 


What we want is to destroy our false, inorganic connections, 
especially those related to money, and re-establish the living 
organic connections, with the cosmos, the sun and earth, with 
mankind and nation and family. Start with the sun, and the rest 
will slowly, slowly happen. 


For Lawrence sexual love in marriage is one very important way in which « 
we can find our relation to the larger natural rhythms of existence. In fact, it * 
is within this institution that the great mysteries of existence are most ' 
profoundly and religiously observed, because it is through physicai human I 
love that the mystery is-allowed to perpetuate itself. *'Sex is the balance of 5 
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male and female in the universe, ' he believed, an through the touching of 2 
the two blood streams in sex, the deepest communion between two ole? 
OCcurs, since, for him, . *blood is the substance of the soul and of the deepest D 
COnSCLOUSNESS. © BO It 18 In the act of love where "the great river of male E 
blood touches to its depths the great river of female blood” that we are ? 
allowed our finest effort in completing the universe, in completing the + 5 
Streaming of the sun and the. flowing of the stars. 

Although the quotations I have chosen from Lawrence contain language 
which 1s perhaps a bit exalted for some tastes, the point which I wish to 
derive from these words, and which Lawrence himself made again and 
again, is that we need to forget ourselves as much as possible in terms of our 
purely persopal, empirical dafly little lives, our continual infinite 
adjustments to the technical world, and all the irritations and frustrations 
these adjustments cost us. We need to give off as much as we can the 
continuous minute self-examinations to which we subject ourselves, and in. 
80 losing ourselves in this way, we may better be able to find our echt 
elves, our relation to the natural order, and ultimately the selves of others. 

A man must respect and submit to the natural femaleness in a woman, | 
and a woman the maleness in a man, aside from the 8ocial, legal, and other 5 
mechanical obligations they have to each other. If we lose our natural. 
insouciance, our faith in our instinctive selves as men and women who © 
belong to and define ourselves in 80me way by the rhythms of the cosmos' 'S 
then no relationship can survive, except in 8o0me neurotic, constantly 
degenerating way. We cannot reverse the tides of history, but we do have © 
the innate capacity always to perceive that what is being 801d to us as a way S 
of living may actually be a form of dying, and it 1s in our nature to refuse it 
and go on looking for life and love in our own ways. + d 
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Photograph by Liz Haapanen 


OX ONTO ONTO TS ONION ONOZERRONICAATRONIO TS OICOZERSONOZAIS ONTO ED O05, OO Ely OL VETO! 


THE ENERGY 

Strangely we travel the sand dunes our bodies are looking to the next oasts 

in this land on camel backs made of light where again 

of desire and dreams S$waying in the intense night our hands we take care 

we shimmer the wind moving turn into ...discover the energy 

on the horizon with us wonderous eyes of life 

of each other's lives the stars watching we burn close touching life 

like a mirage Our every move in the heat n reverence 

in the distance of the one of itself 

from oas1s to 'oas1s ...dis8Cover 

and like secret we meet then strangely we are 

monks alone and pristine we go off not a mirage... 

hidden in shrouds the sun brilliant into the mystery 5 

of desert linen on our sRin Journeying into the night george sanchez S 
0 


If you would like to receive the next issue of The Morning Star 


Journal in the mail, please Send two dollars with your name and 


address to The Morning Star Journal, P.O. Box 1330, Ojai, Ca 93025. * 
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If anybody out there would like to help fund this publication 


J@)/2 cUOHCY> OHCY> OH C2 


Oy ADH ADH ADH ADH ADH AO ADCs ADR APY ADDS ADS? AO? AQ AIP ADH) ADB) OH? OH) 


SICO/OES O!! 


as a continuing and evolving project_.. . your _generostty 
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would be greatly appreciated. . . . . . 
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